BOOKER T. WASHINGTON

Another old character to whom he invariably showed
kindness and patience was a crack-brained old itinerant
preacher who kept up an endless stream of unintelligible
pious jargon. This old fellow would harangue the air for
hours at a time right outside the Principal's busy office,
but he would never allow him to be stopped or sent away
and always sent or gave him a small contribution at the
conclusion of his tirades, if indeed they could be said to
have any conclusion.

Booker Washington had a weakness for the picturesque
ne'er-do-wells of his race. One such old fellow, who lived
near Tuskegee and who had always displayed great in-
genuity in extracting money from him, one day, when he
was driving down the main street of Tuskegee behind a
pair of fast and spirited horses, rushed out into the street
and stopped him as though he had a matter of the greatest
urgency to impart to him. When Mr. Washington had
with difficulty reined in his horses and asked him what
he wanted the old man said breathlessly, "Fse got a
tirkey for yo' Thanksgivin'!"

"How much does it weigh?" inquired Mr. Washington.

"Twelve to fifteen pounV

After thanking the old man warmly, Mr. Washington
started to drive on when the old fellow added, "I jest
wants to borrow a dollar for to fatten yoj turkey for
you!"

With a laugh Mr. Washington handed the old man the
dollar and drove on. He never could be made to feel that
by these spontaneous generosities he was encouraging